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MORE than forty years ago, an Eng- 


lith philofopher, whofe works have fince 


been read and admired by all Europe, re- 
fided at a little town in France. Some 
difappointments in his native country had 
frit driven him abroad, and he was after- 
wards induced to remain there, from hav- 
jag found in his retreat, where the con- 
nexions even of nation and language were 
avoided, a perfect feclufion and retirement, 
highly favorable to the developement of 
abitraé fubjeéts, in which he excelled all 
the writers of his time. 

Perhaps in the ftructure of fuch a mind, 
the finer and more delicate fenfibilities are 
feldom known to have place ; or, if orig- 
inally implanted there, are in a great 
meifure extinguillhed by the exertions of 
iitenfe ftudy and profound inveitigation. 

Hence the idea that philofophy and un- 
feelingnels are united, has become prover- 
bial, and in common language, the former 
word is often uwied to exprefs the latter. 
Our philofopher hag been cenfured by 
fome, as deficient in warmth and feeling ; 
but the mildnefs of his manners has been 
allowed by all; and it is certain that i 
he was not eafily melted into compatffion, 
it was, at leaft, not dithcult to awaken his 
benevolence. 

One morning, while he fat bufied in 
thofe fpeculations which afterwards afton- 
ithed the world, an old female domeftic, 
who ferved him for a houfekeeper, brought 
him word, that an elderly gentleman and 
his daughter had arrived in the village, 
the preceding evening, on their way to 
fome diftant country, and that the father 
had been fuddenly feized in the night with 
a dingerous diforder, which the people of 
the im, where they lodged, feared would 
prove mortal. 

That fhe had been fent for, as having 
fome knowledge of medicine, the village 


. fargeon bemg then abfent, and that it was 


truly piteous to fee the good old man, who 
foemed not fo much affe&ted by his own 
diftrefs, as by that which it caufed to his 
daughter. 

Her mafter laid afide the volume in his 
hand, and broke off the chain of ideas it 
had infpired. His night-gown was ex- 
changed for a coat, and he followed his 
governante to the fick man’s apartment. 
It was the belt in the little inn where they 
lay, but a paltry one, notwithftanding. 
Our philofopher was obliged to ftoop as 
he entered it. It was floored with earth, 
and above were the joifts not plaiftered, 
and hung with cobwebs. 

On a flock-bed at one end, Jay the old 
man whom he came to vifit; at the foot 


of it fat his daughter. She was drefledin 


a clean white bed-gown ; her dark locks 
hung loofely over it as the bent forward, 
watching the languid looks of her father. 
The philoiopher and his houfe-keeper had 
ftood fome moments in the room, without 
the young lady’s being fenfible of their 
entering it. 

Mademoifelle ! faid the old woman at 
laft, in a foft tone, She turned, and fhow- 
ed one of the fineft faces in the world. It 
was touched, not fpoiled, with forrow ; 
and when fhe perceived a ftranger, whom 
the old woman now introduced to her, a 
blufh at Srit, and then the gentle ceremo- 
nial of native politenefs, which the afflic- 
tion of the time tempered, but did not ex- 
tinguifh, croiled it for a moment, and 
changed its expreffion. It was fweetnefs 
all, however, and our philofopher felt it 
ftrongly. 

It was not time for words; he offered 
his fervice in a few fincere ones. ‘ Mon- 
fieur lies miferably ill here,’’ faid the gov- 
ernante ; “ if he could poilibly be moved 
any where.” “ If he could be moved to 
our houfe,’? faid her mafter, He hada 
fpare bed for a friend, and there was a 
great room, unoccupied, next to the gov- 
ernante’s, and it was contrived accord- 
inely. 

‘The feruples of the ftranger, who could 
look feruples though he could not fpeak 
them, were overcome, and the bathful re- 
luctance of his daughtcr gave way to her 
belief of its ufe to her father. ‘The fick 
man was wrapt in blankets and carried 
acrofs the ftreet to the Englifh genile- 
man’s, The old woman helped ihe 
daughter to nurfe him there. The fiur- 
Reon, who arrived foon after, prefcribed a 

ittle, and nature did much; ina week he 
was able to thank his benefa4tor, 

By that time his heft had learned the 
name and charaéter of his gueft. He was 
a proteftant, and clergyman of Switzer- 
land, called La Rabe, widower, who had 
lately buried his wife, after a long and 
lingering illnefs, for which travelling had 
been prefcribed ; and was now returning 
home after an ineffectual journey, with his 
only child, the daughter we have men- 
tioned. 

He was a devout man, as became his 
profeflion. He pofleffled devotion in all 
its warmth, but with none of its afperity ; 
I mean that afperity which men, who are 
called devout, fometimes indulge. The 
philofopher, though he felt np devotion, 
never quarrelled with it in others. His 
ae joined the old man and his 

aughter in the prayers and thankfgivings 
which they put up on his recovery ; for 
fhe too was a heretic in the phrafe of the 
village. 

The philofopher walked out with his 
long ftaff and his dog, and left them to 
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their prayers and thankfpivings. “ My 
mafter,”’ faid the old woman, “ alas! he 
is not a Chriftian, but he is the beft of un- 
believers.” Not a Chriftian ! exclaimed 
Mademoifelle La Roche yet he faved 
my father ! Heaven blefs him for it ; 1 
would he were a Chriftian.” 

“There is a pride in human knowledge, 
my child,” faid her father, “ which often 
blinds men to the fublime truths of revela- 
tion; hence there are oppofers of Chriit- 
ianity among men of virtuous lives, as well 
as among thofe of diffipated and licentious 
characters. Nay, fometimes I have known 
the latter more eafily converted to the 
true faith than the former, becaufe the 
fume of paffion is more eafily diflipated 
than the mift of falfe theory and delufive 
fpeculation.” “ But this philofopher,”’ 
faid his daughter, “alas ! my father, he 
ihall be a Chriftian before he dies.” 

She was interrupted by the arrival of 
their landlord. He took her hand with 
an air of kindnefs—ihe drew it away from 
him in filence ; threw down her eyes to 
the ground, and left the room. “ 1 have 
been thanking God,” faid the good J.a 
Roche, “ for my recovery.” “ That is 
right,” replied his landlord. I fhould 
not with,’ congnued the old man, hejitat- 
ingly, “ to think otherwiie ; did I not 
look up with gratitude to that Being, I 
{hould barely be fatisfied with my recove- 
ry, as 2 continuation of life, which, it may 
he, is nota real good. 

Alas ! I may live to with I had died ! 
that you had left me to die, Sir, inftead of 
kindly relieving me, (clafping the philoto- 
pher’s hand) but when I look on this ren- 
ovated being as the gift of the Almighty, 
I feel a far different fentiment ; my heart 
dilates with gratitude and love to him ; 
it is prepared for doing his will, not as a 
duty, but as a pleafure ; and regards eves 
ry breach of it, not with difapprobaticn, 
but with horror.” 

* You fay right, my dear Sir,”’ replied 
the philofopher ; “but you are not yet re- 
eitablifhed enough to talk much—you 
muft take care of your health, and neither 
ftudy nor preach for fome time. I have 
been thinking over afcheme that ftruck 
me today, when you mentioned your in- 
tended departure. IJ was never in Swit. 
zerland ; I have. a great mind to accom- 
pany your daughter and you into that 
country. I will help to take care of you 
by the road ; for, as was your firt phyfi- 
cian, I hold myfelf refponfible for your 
cure.” 

La Roche’s eyes gliftened at the propo- 
fal ; his daughter was called and told of 
it. She was equally pleafed with her fa- 
ther; for they really loved their landlord 
—not perhaps the lefs for his infidelity ; 
at leaft that circumftance mixed a fort of 
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hatred never dwe!: with then 
Lh ivelled. by thort aces 

phuotopaer was as good as his word, in 
taking care that the old man fhould no 
be fatigued. The parties had time to be 
well acquainted with one a: oth ry and 
their friend{hi p was increafed by acquaint- 


ance. La Roc: 12 found a de gre » of fim- 
gentlencis’ in his con mopan an 
wiiich is not always annexed to the cha 
acter of a learned ora wile man. 
His daughter, who was prepared to be 
mbar of him, was equally undecerved, 
e found in him nothing of that felf-im- 
portal ice Which juperio: * pafts,’ or great 
cultivation of them, is apt to confer. He 


cilked of every thing but philefop phy and 
religion 5 he feemed to enjoy every pleat- 
ure a amulement of ordinary life, and 
to be interelied in the molt common top- 
ics of diftourfe. When his knowledge or 
learning at any time appeared, it.was de- 
livered with the utmoit plainneis, and 
without the lealt ihow of do gmauim. — 


(i, ais part, ne Was Charmed Wi 1 the i0- 
’ 
1p rae woos vy Tl Yr his ov i. 
cieLly Or THe POC Ciciey! un and his lo CG 
. amend 
ly daughter. He foundin them the guile- 
, X 
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jefs raanners Of the caret umes, with the 
culture and acco! aplilments of the moit 
refined ones. Livery better feeling warm 
and vivid ; every ungentle one, repreiie d 
er overcome. He was not additted to 
love ; bat he felt himfelf happy in bugng 
the fricad of Mademoifelle La Roche, and 
fometimes envied her fathers the potieflion 
of fuch a a child. 

A a a journey of .cleven days, they 
arrived at the dwelling of La Roche. It 
was iituare ed in one of thofe vallies in the 
Cantonof Berne, where nature feems to 
repofe in quiet, and. has incloied her re- 
treat with mountains inacceflible <A 
Qream that {pent its fury in the hills 
above, ran in front of the houfe, an 
broken water-all. was teen through the 
woods that covered its fides. Below, it 
circled round a tutted plai, and formed 
a little lake in the front of a village, at 
the end of which appeared the {pire of La 
Roche’s church, rifing above a clump of 
beeches. . The philoiepher enjoyed th 
beauty of the icene; but to his compan- 
ions it recalled the memory of a wife and 
2 parent they had loit. The old man’s 
forrow was filent; his daughter fobbed 
and wept. Mer tather took her hand, 
kiiled ic twice, prefled it to his boiom, 
tlirew up his eyes to heaven ; and having 
wiped off a tear that was juit about to 

Pop from each, began to point out to his 
guctt fome of the molt ttriking objects 
which the profpect atiorded. The philo- 
{opher interpreted all this ; and he could 
but flightly cenfure the creed trom which 
it aroie. 

They had not been long arrived, when 

a number of La Roche’s parithioners, who 
had heard of his retura, came to the hoxf 








were awkward, but fincere, in their 
profeflions of friendfhip. They made 
me attempts at condolence ; it was too 
delicate for their handling; but La Roche 
took itin good part. * Be has pleaied 
God,” faid he ; and they faw he had fet. 
tled the matter with him&!f = Philofophy 
could not have done fo ruck with a thou. 


fand word 
Tt was now cv@@ing, and the good peaf 
ants were about’ to depart, when a clock 
was heard to firike feven, and the hour 
was followed by. a particular chime. ‘The 
country fo ks; who came to welcome thei 
pai r, turned their looks towards him at 
the found Bis e explamed their m caning to 
his guelt. “ That is th fi bEoas. faid he, 
“for our evening exercife. ‘This isone of 
the nights of the week in which fome of 
my parithioners are wont to join init; a 
littie ruitic faloon ferves for the chapel of 
our family, and fuch of the go ood people as 
are with us ; 5 il you « *hoofe rather to w ral 
out, I will furnith you with an attendant ; 
yr here area few old books which may at. 


ford you fome entertainment within.”— 
“ By no so - anfwered the phuofo- 
ph .: 2 H we ill attend Mademoielle at her 
devotions ‘¢ She is our UL faid 
la Roche ; “our neighborhocd ts the 
country of mutical adi niim,. and I 


have a fmall organ, fiied up for the pure 
ling our finging.” “ It is an 

ducement,”’ replied the other ; 
and they rated into the room togeiners 
‘it the end fiood the organ mentioned by 
La Roche ; before it was 2 curtain, ¥ rbich 
his daughier drew afide, and, placing here 
{elf on 2 feat within, and drawing; the 
curtain clofe, {¢ as to fave her the awk. 
wardnets of an ex! ibis on, began a volun 
tary, folethin and beautiful in the highei 
degree. ‘Uhe philofopher was no muii- 
cian, but he was not aitogether infenfible 
to mutic. This f faftened on his mind more 
ftrongly, from tts beauty being unexpected. 
The folemn prelude introduced a hymn 
in which, fuch of the audience us could 
fing, immediately joined. The words were 
moitly taken from Ad) y writ; it {poke the 
p raifes of God, and his care of good me 
Something was faid of the death of th 
jut; of iuch as die in the Lord. Th 
organ was touched with a hand lefs frm-- 
it paufed—it ceafed—and the fobbing of 
Mademoiielle was heard in its fteacd. Ter 
father gave a fign for topping the pfalm. 
ody, and rofe to prayer. 
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THe was difcem. 
poled at firtt, and his voice faultered as he 
fpoke ; but his heart was in his words, and 
its warmth overcome his embarrafiment. 
He addrefled 2 Being whom he loved, 
and he fpoke for thofe he loved. His 
parifhioners caught the ardor of the good 
old man ; even the philofopher felt himfelf 
moved, and forgat, for a moment, to think 
why he fhould not. 
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The following letter, penned by the u:.. 

fortunate Anpxe, we think, will be unac. 

ceptable to none of our readers. We are 
led to admire his genius and fenfibility, 
and to deprecate that regulation of keaiony, 
which, although it may be neceffary 
important, fhould deprive the workd of ore 
intelligent a being, and his companions of 
f> valuable a friend. 


** London, Of ober 19, 1765. 
-* FROM the midft cf books, papers, bills. and 
oiker implemenis of gain, lec me Lift up my eam 
fy head awhile to Converfe with dear ju iv. And 
firft, as IT know the basa fervent wifh to fee me 8 
qui il-driver, F mult tél her, that 1 begin, as peo- 
pie are wont (oO co, to look upon my future pro- 
feflion with great partiality. Ino jonger {ce it 
in fo difedvamegeous 2iight. Inaflead of figuring 
a merchant as a miccle-aged man, with a bob 
wig, 2 rough beard, in inuff-coloured cloaths, 
grafping 2 gutmea in his 1:ed hand ; I cor€eive a 
comely young many with a tolereble pig-ca:l, 
wielding a pen with ai! tae noble ficccenefs ef the 
D ke of Marlborough brandifhing a truncheon upe 
ot 1a figu-poit, furrounded’ wit h- types and em= 
b lema, and canopied with coraccopizs that @ifein- 
bog: ue their Qores spon his head : Mereuries reo 
clined upon bales of goods; Genii playing wiih 
pens, ink, ‘and ‘piper ;~- while, in perf forQive, his 
gorgeous veflo's '* launch’d on the bofom of the 
fiver, theames,”’ are vy M@ting to diftant Jands the 
prodsce of tls Commercial aa. parol Naw re the 
Meicai if} pores Crowd enom y far nev, ein} l- 
ed in 1 the mot refaigent cclowriag of aa “re a 
in a ginedio me nap Borie On* her fourk ‘g pinicus f 
wing my theaht- ta the tome when Heaven fha'h 
have crowned wy labours with fuceets aud. opu- 
Jence, [P&E fumptacus palaces riGog to receive 
me~--] lee 9r rhaus,and Rt wa, and painie@rs, an A 
ddlerts ad pots) and builders protefted and eri- 
eur roe » and when the fabric is: preety near! ¥ 
“uthed by cay -fhertered pesicamum, I cah my 
eyes around, and find John Andre, by a fmall 
coal fire, in a gloomy cc mpting-houfe in Warnfort 
Court, nothing fo little as what he has been nial - 
ing hirefe}f, and tm all probability .mever tobe 
much more than Pe 3s at proient ~Rot oh } my, 
deai Honora ! is ¢ for thy fake only I with fox 
weaith, You fay the was fomewhat beiter at the 
time you wrote lait. FT mui fatter myfelf 1! at 
fhe will foon be without any remains of this 
threatening difeafe. 
“6 Tt is feven o’clock—You — Houera, wi. 
two or three more fele&t fr aré now *robae-_ 
y encircling your drethog-room firéepioce — 
il would I+ give to ehiarge that civcle 1 The 
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idea of a cleaw hearth, and a fnug circ! € youd it,” 


firused by stew fincere fr. ends, tran age $ me. 
You feem combined together again ft the inelenw 
ency of the weather, the hurry, buflle, ince, 
cenforioufeels, and envy of the werld. The pus 
rity, the warmth, the kindly m fluence of fire, to 


a'lfor.whom iw is kindled, te 2 goed emblem <f-.; 


efrrencthip of fech amisble minds 23 Tulia’e 
and her Nonora’s.- 
ality, prey imagine me with you; admit meta 
your gonverjaticnes: Think how 1 with fort 
Biefing uf jouning them !—and be perfuaded that 
EF takepart in ail your pleafures, inthe dear hore, 
that e’erit be very long, your blazing hearth well 
bura apain forme. Pray keep me a place; ict 
the poker, tongs, or fhovel reprefent me: Bat 
you have Dutch tiles, which are mfisitely berter ¢ 
So ler Mofes, or Aaron, or Balaaa.’s Als be my 
reprefentaiive. 

‘* But time calls me to Clapton. I quit you ab- 
ruptly till tomorrow , whea, if I do not tear the 
nonfenfe L have been writing, Imay perhaps in- 
Creafe its quactity. Signora Cynthca is in clouded 
majcit y- Silver’d with her beams [ am zbout to 
jog to Clapton upoa my own Rumps ;—Mufing ae 
I homeward plod my way > mel need I nem 
the fubjed of my c niemy lats as 


Siu.ce T cannot be therein ree 
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Thule. 

I Kad a feet walk home laft night, 
and found the’Claptofians, with theit fair 
guef, a Mils Moury se; very well—My 
Sifters fend their amuities and will write in 
a few days. 

“ This morning I returned to town-—~ 
It has been the fnelt day imaginable—A 
folemn mildnefs was diifuled throughout 
the blue horizon : Its hght was clear and 
diftinét rather chin dazzling ; the ferene 
beams of the autumnal fun t Gilded hills, 
variegated woods, glittering fpires, rumin- 
ating herds, bounding flocks, all combined 
to enchant the eyes, expand the heart, and 
«“chace all forrow but defpair’——In the 
midit of fuch a fcene, no leffer grief can 
prevent our fympathy with na ture—A 

calmnets, a benevolent difpofition ferzes us 
with fweet infmuating power. The very 
brute creation fecm fenti ble of thefe beau- 
ies : There is2 pen ies of mild cheerful- 
neis in the face of a I Lamb, which I have 
but ! ind! iWerent! iy ex ore’ fed 7a a corne? of 
. my paper, anda demure con ented] look ni 
an Ox, which, in the fear of 
wore, leave unattemnied. 


ie. 2 “ ae 
: = 7, f 
« Bhafinets calis rae away—il mut Che 
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pitch my letter— ~¥et what does it contain? 
=" 
No raatter—-You dike any thi ag better than 


news. Indeed you never to!d me fo, but 
I have an intuitive knowledge upon the 
fubject, from the iympathy which I have 
cont danty serceived in the taite of julia 


VETW 


and CherJean. ‘What is it to you or me, 
lf here inthe Ciry we have nothing but riot, 
Ifthe Spital-ficld Weavers can’t be kept quiet, 
Lf the weather is fine, or the fireets fhould be 
dirty, 
O- £ Mr. Dick Wilfon died aged of thirty ? 
Dee £ ‘ 1 : "es 
——~But if Iwasio hearkento the vertii- 
iz grumbliag Ifee] within me, ,0uld 
fying grumbliag Ifeel within me, I fhou 
fil my Papers : nd not have room to intreat 
tnat you would plead my caule to hiono- 
ta more eloquently t than the inclofed letter 
has tae power of doing. Apropos of veri- 
és, you delre me to recollect my random 
defer ption. of the engaging appearance of 
the charming Mig: ire, i 
your fervice— 
then ruithing a 
Virith a flam: 


liere it is at 





ized face ot 2 


ad bufilin gthel Lady comes down, 
road yellow gown, 


Ard ah: weren ir ou -of. brea “apber toda frown. 
&s i j Ree } ut, c oi 
T little BF: encn cou oO] Ours, Li€e- 


larife, was my filter Mary’s pl. ay fellow at 
Paris. His fprightlinefs engages my fit. 
tors extremely. Doubéless they talk much 
of him to for in their letters. 

“ How forry Iam to bid you adien ! 
Oh let*me not be forgot t by the friends 
molt dear to you at Lichfie! 1 Lichfield # 
Ah ! of what magic Sdeeeee is that little 
word compos’d !_How graceful it looks 


when it is written 1—Let ‘nobody talk tc 
| 


me of its crigimal meaning ——* The field 
of blood | id Oh ! no fuch thing !—It is 
the field of joy! * The beautiful City, raat 


liits her fair head ia the valley,.and fays, 
. a and there is» none befide me !”-— 

‘yao fays the is vain ?—~Julia will not fay. 
fo—nor yet Honcra=and leaft of all their 


y . ™~ % Aa ‘ 
RidbnAa Aiad : 
. a 
The inimitah manner and peculiar excellence of 
the works of M Ty's. Read: / ne qTwe le. M02 190 LE 


enulozixs l by tal ents Vike thof of J1;. Denaic, 
emph. 110 cally Riled the Amerizan dddifon.— 
lVe h. re pr efint a fample of her ingenutly, 
which ranks ber among the firfl of thoft qwho 
dave obtained applaufe by exquifite delinea- 
STM 
IN the cool of fhe evening the party 
embarked | in Montoni’s gondola, aiid row- 
ed out upon the fea. Lhe red glow cf 
sng ftill touched the waves, and linyrer- 
ed in the weft, where the melancholy 
gleam feemed flowly expiring, while the 
dark blue of the 7 eiher began. to 
twinkle with ftars. Emily fat, given up 
to penfive and fweet emotions. The 
fmoothnefs of water, over which fhe glid- 
ed, its refleded images—a new heaven and 
trembling fhtars belaw the waves, with 
fhadowy outlines of towers and portitos, 
confpired with the Alaefs of the hourg in 
terruptes Ga ony by tue ¢ patlin, Wave, Or t th ; 
itant mufic, to 1 


1 
nite t 10fe eCemo- 


) 

“r 4 as “elieRh ad * faae Aj ih & 
ti Is TO enthwazal ne £25 ifit’ ail nea tot List 
MeCsiurce .cungd ot thu Y Oars, ana to the re- 
mote warblings that came in the breeze, 


: 
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I ftened mind. reitned to the memory 

ai GN a es | ‘ Wrala- 7 . 

of St: Aubert and te Valancourt, and tears 

> | - T°? “a ~~ tis Mme . 

es 2 } I 4 You. ~ 4 = S$ Oi ses a \ 


jhadow de: 
ilve rv glea: im vpon het 
parti svar it ade d by 
1 black st and touched it with in- 
able hem {s. 
, with the fenfibilit yora Magda- 
len; andthe penfive up ited Leye, with the 
tear that 2 littered.on Aer che eek, conhrmed 
the expretiion of the character. 
‘ The laf ‘ftrain ‘of diftant mufic now 


apenéd, 
+ 


: mAAla ere 47 Ad 
died in < for tie £ ONGOsASR Was cAl ré "l 
th: > Wa 4 th T bs ae ; t 
ves, and the ‘party crnnned to 
t a aathe 1 NF 
Hav mufic of t their Ov Tis ‘The a int uvlo- 
rano, who fat next to Emily, and whe had 


hee ’ o} fey 


rving her for fGiie time. mg, 


lene fnat hed up a lute, and airuck the 
chords withthe finvrer of harmeny berfels, 
while his voice, a Ane tenor, accompaititd 
them in a rondean full of tender Jadnefs. 
To him, indeed, might have been applied 
that beautiful exhertation of aa Bneiila 
S 
noet, had it then exifted : 


—~——*§ Strike up, my maiter, 
But touchthe firings with a religious fofrnels ! 
Teach founds to lacgnith through the uighi’s 
_. dull ear 
Pill Melancholy farts frem off her cove! 
Aud Carclefinefs grows conce 


‘ 


rt.to attenuons !’’ 


With fuch powers of expreffion the 
Count fang the following 
RonDzAu. 
‘ Soft as yon filver ray that fleeps 


€ ocean’s trembling tide ; 
OOTE as the air, t that li ghtly | {weeps 
Yon fail, that fwells in Rately pride : 


* Soft asthe furge’s ftealing note, 
That dies along the diftant fhores, 
Or warbled ftrain, that finks remote— 


devoted y, ANDRE. So foft the fich my bofem pours 
» 
1 ’ : 
‘ < ww a a a (ERR arp AE 
+ ae — oo 


fers was the contour of 


Trueas the wave to Cynthia’s ray, 
‘True as the veffel to the breeze, 


l'rue as the foul to mufic’s fway, 
Or mufic to Venctian feas : 


wish t as yon filver beams that fleep 
n the ocean’s trembling breaft ; 
So “fof fo true, fond Love fhall weep, 
So foft, fo true, with thee fhall rei.’ 


ENSIBILITY. 
* Celefial nic’ to Nature's favorites given 
Fed ey the dews that bathe the flow’rs of heaveu - ‘ 
Fiom the pyre cryftal of thy fountain Low, ‘. 
} Oy tears that trickle at another’s woe; 
Lag filent drop that calms ovr own diftrefé; 
 guth of raprure at a friend's fuccefa ; 
Th ne the foft fhow’rsdown Beauty’s breaft that 


iteal, 
To fyothe the heart-wounds they can never heal ;- 
T a ne too the tears cf extafy that roll, 
When Genius whifpere to the lilening foul ; 
And thine the hallow’ d ood that drowns the eye, 
When warm Religion litts the thought on high |” 


eeeateee 
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RURAL AMUSEME INT. 
‘THEN fported they together, from tive 


world 

Long time. remote, where you enormous 
clowns 

Sloulder the eaftern moon. The miouritain’s 
Side 


They f al’d tage ther, on bis aury lroew 
Tocether leiter’d, and together bool d 
The bounding flint into ihe one below - 
Lozeti ner] 1 1p they trembling on the el: F 
Zo view the wide untmi. ted. —. 

0, f ocean grecn bencath, « awhat time the flor 
itis azure realm had troubled, and at lave re 
The tempeft-loving por ofc thro? Ars waves 
é curder’d undceding. ~ On the fr oily beac!) 
Wich painful frp they travel! Md fide ) ad, 

$ STrunk at the thund ri ed dor “fall y rhe / 
Aad chavd the fig fe am 1? 


‘ Of ivory Was the car, inlai q 

Wathevery thei of lively ihads 
1he-throne was burniih’d gol 

ee 


The footitool 2 gay y vith coral bea viet ¥ 
The wheels » with brightelt amber gleanr 


A na els ; >A as thy str 1}? } 9 


‘ ‘ 
a *y acit-d Ca Lae d Aw se we 
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70 00] R (READERS. 
ov? THE abfence of the Printer has de 
layed the appearance ‘of th's number of 
the Taspver until the prefent time. We 
hepe this epelogy will be deemed fifficient 
having procured an excellent and 
handfome addition to our former eflab- 
lifiment of t tyPess we licpe to prefent our 
dittle mifcellany with a fairer external ap- 
pearance 5 and by care and indulry to 
render it not unworthy the attentica and 
perufal of our readers, 
cp We think 
will be gratified wit h a e ltory of La 
Roche. it unites fuch exquvifite pathos, 
expreffled in io elecan at and clafiical a 
manner, that, alt though it has obtained ex- 
tenfive circulation, it will be greeted with 
a cheerful perv fa! 


— 
om ANG 


every intelifcent reader 
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FIELD or BATTLE. 
FAINTLY bray’d the battle’s roar 
Ditant down the hollow wind ; 
Panting terror fled before, 
Wounds und death were left behind. 


The War-fiend curs’d the funken day, 
That check’d his fierce purfuit too {oon ; 
While, fcarcely lighting to the prey, 
Low hung,and lour’d, the bloody moon. 


he Field, fo late the hero’s pride, 

Was now with various carnage jipread ; 
And floated with a crimfon tide, 

That drench’d the dying and the dead- 


O’er the fad fcene of drearieft view, 
Abandon’d all to horrors wild, 

With frantic ftep Maria flew, 
Maria, Sorrew’s early child ; 


By duty led, for every vein 

Was warm’d by Hymen’s pureft flame : 
With Edgar o’er the wintry main 

She, lovely, faithful, wanderer, came. 


For well fhe thought a friend fo dear 
In darke& hours might joy impart ; 
Her warrior, faint with toil, might cheer, 
Or foothe her bleeding warrior’s fmart. 


Tho’ look’d for long—in chill affright, 
(The torrent buriting from her eye) 

She heard the fignal for the ight— 
While her foul trembled in a figh— 


She heard, and clafp’d him to her breatt, 
Yet {earce could urge th’ inglorious fay; 

His manly heart the charm confett{— 
Then broke the charm,~and rufh’d away- 


Too foon in few—but deadly words, 
Some flying ftraggler breath’d'to tell, 

That, in the foremott ftrife of fwords, 
The young, the gallant Edgar fell. 


She preft to hear—fhe caught the tale— 
Atevery found her blood congeal’d ;— 
With terror bold—with terror pale, 
She {prung to fearch the fatal field. 


O*er the fad fcene in dire amaze 
She went-—with courage not her own— 
On many a corpfe fhe cait her gaze—~ 
And turn’d her ear to many a groan. 


Drear anguifh urged her to prefs 

Full many a hand, as wild fhe mourn’d ; 
—Of comfort glad, the drear carefs 

The damp, chill, dying hand return’d. 


Her ghaftly hope was well nigh fled— 
When late pale Edyar’s form fhe found, 
Half-bury’d with the hoftile dead, 
And bor’d with many a grifly wound. 


She knew, fhe funk, the night bird {cream’d, 
The moon withdrew her troubled light, 
And left the Fair,—tho’ fall’n fhe feem’d— 


To worfe than death~-and deepeft night. 
Penrose. 


LITERARY TABLET. 


STANZAS 
Written after fucceffive nights of mecancaour 
DREAMS. 
BK MRS, ROBINSON, 


YE ziry ruantoms, by whofe pow'r 
Night's curtains ipread a deeper fhade ; 
Who, prowling in the muiky hour, 
The weary fenfe with {pells invade ; 
Why round the fibres of my Lrain, 
Such defolating miferies Ring, 
And, with new {cencs of mental pain, 
Ghafe from my languid ey¢, fleep’s balm-difpenking 
wing ? 


Ah 1 why, when o’er the darken'd globe 
All Natuss’s children Sink to rea 
Why, wrapp’d iu horroi’s ghaflly robe, 
With thad’wy hand affail my breaft ? 
Why conjure up a tribe forlorn, 

To menace, where 1 bend my way ? 
Why round my pillar plant the thorn, 
Ox fix the Demowe dire, in terrible array ? 

.) 


Why, when the bufy day is o’er— 
A day, perhaps, of fencer theught— 
Why bid my eager gare explore 
New profpedis, with new anguifh fraught ? 
Why bid my madd'ning fenfe Toler y 
The Form, in filence I adore ! 
His magic {mile ! his murd’rous eye! 
Thes bid me wake to prove the fond illuGen o’cr! 


Wheu, fev’rith with the throbs of pain, 
And beth’d with maay a trickling tcer, 
I clofe my cheated eyes again, 
Desrain’s wild bands are hov’ring near ; 
Now borne upon the yelling bi. ft, 
O'er craggy reacs I bend imy Aight ; 
Now, onthe yawning ogzan caft, 
} plunge unfathom’d depths, amid the thades of 
night ! 


Or, borne upon the billow’s irs, 
O’er the vat walte of waters arcar, 
Where fhipwreck’d Mariners expire, 
No friend their dying plaints to hear, 
I view far off the craggy cliff, 
Whole white top mingice with the fkics ; 
While, at ite bale, the fhatrer’d sxirs; 
Wath'd by the foaming wave, in many afragmect 
lies, 


Oft, when the Moraiag’s gaudy beama 
My !attice gild wich fparkiing light, 
O’erwhela’d with agonizing dreams, 
And bound in {pells of fancied night, 
T fart, convulfive, wild, ditiraugh: ! 
By fome pale murd’rer's poignard prefe'd, 
Or by the grinning phantom cauzht, 
Wake from the madd’uing grafp with horror- 
freezing breaft ! 


Then, down my cold and pallid check, 
The mingling tears of joy and gricf, 
The foul’s tumuliuous feelings fpeak, 
And yield the ftruggling heart relief; 
I {mile to kaow the danger paft ! 
But foon the radiant momeut flies ; 
Soon is the tranfient day o’eicaf, 
And hope ficals trembling from my languid eycs! 


If thus, for moments of repofe, 
Whole hours of mis'ry I muft know ; 
If. whea each funny day thall clofe, 
I muft each gleam of peace forego ! 
If, for one litt/e morn of mirth, 
This breait muff feel long nights of pain; 
Oh ! Life, thy joys are nothing worth ; 
Then jet me fink to reR—and never wake again! 


“HAPPY is that youth, who, upon his 
entrance into the world, can chufe his 
company with difcretion. There is often 
in vice, a gaiety, an unreferve, a freedom 


of magners, which are apt at fight to en. 


" —, 


gage the unwary: while virtue, on the 
other hand, is often modeft, referved, dif- 
tident, backward, and eafily difconcerted. 
That freedom of manners, however en- 
gaging, may bvover a very corrupt heart ; 
and this aukwardnefs, however unpleafing, 
may veil a thoufand virtues. Suffer not 
your mind, therefore, to be eafily either 
engaged, or difguiled at firft fight. Form 
your intimacies with referve; and if drawn 
unawares into an acquaintance you difap- 
prove, immediately retreat. Open not 
your hearts to every profeffion of friend. 
fhip. They, whole friendfhip is worth 
accept, are, as you ought to be, referved 
in offermg it. Chufe your companions, 
not cane for the fake of a few outward 
accomplifhments—for the idle pleafure of 
fpending an agreeable hour; but mark 
their difpofition to virtue or vice; and, as 
much as poilible, chufe thefe for your com- 
panions, whom you fee others refped : al- 
ways remembering, that upon the choice 
of your company depends, in a great mea- 
fure, the fuccefs of all you have learned ; 
the hopes of your friends ; your future 
characters in life; and, what you ought 
above all other things to value, the purity 
of your heart.’ 


———— 
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ADDRESS TO THE SUN. 

© THOU that rollef above, round as 
the fhield of my fathers ! Whence are thy 
beams, O Sun ! thy everlafting light ? 
Thou comeft forth, in thy awful beauty ; 
the {tars hide themfelves in the fky ; the 
moon, cold and pale, finks in the weftcrn 
wave. But thou thyfelf movef alone : 
who can be a companion of thy courfe ! 
The oaks of the mountains fall : the 
mountains themfelves decay with years ; 
the ocean fhrinks and grows again ; the 
moon herfelf is lo% in heaven ; but thou 
art forever the fame; rejoicing in the 
brightnefs of thy courfe. When the world 
is dark with tempefts ; when thunder rolls 
and lightning flies ; thou lookeft in thy 
beauty from the clouds, and laugheft at 
the ftorm. But to Offan, thou lookeit in 
vain ; for he beholds thy beams no more ; 
whether thy yellow hair floats on the eait- 
ern clouds, or thou trembleit at the gates 
of the weit. But thow art, perhops, hke 
me, for a feafon ; thy years will have an 
end. ‘Thou fhalt fleep in thy clouds, re- 
gardleis of the voice of the morning. Fx- 
ult then, O Sun! in the Rrength of thy 
youth ! Age is dark and unlovely ; it is 
like the giimmering light of the moon, 
when it fhines through broken clouds, and 
the mift is on the hills; the blait of the 
north is on the plain, the traveller fhrinks 
in the midft of his journey. Ofian. 
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